n her figure : 


Cutt 


Ed 
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De Mirjian. 
CLARA LARINOVA 


Russian Danseuse 


Now Appearing in New York 
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“The People Be Tickled” 
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Don't fail to read next month's issue. Cap’n Joey on February 1, flew in three relays, by specially 
chartered aeroplanes to Vancouver, Canada, where he caught the steamship, the Empress of Japan, for 
the Orient. A wire from the skipper is to the effect that he has enlisted in the forces of Chang Tso-lin, 
Manchurian War Lord, who is now battling in Tientsin, China. ... 


Cauliflower Ears and Ethics 


HE coal regions of Pennsylvania are not the best 

places in the world; it requires a good prize fight 
to drag me out there. However the shindig provided by 
Pete Latzo, the world's welterweight champion, and 
Sammy Baker on the night of my arrival turned out to 
be a whisker-kissing affair well worth the trip. Also I 
had the luck to run across an old friend, Paddy Mullins, 
fight promoter, a circumstance of a no mean cheer. 

After the bout was over, we all repaired to the leading 
cigar store of the town to talk fight, but ended in a 
rousing discussion of immoral philosophy. I listened in 
amazement. If you don’t believe the pelicans in that 
neck of the woods understand philosophy as well as prize- 
fighting, then we’re both crazy! - 

It all summed up in the question: Are all of us wicked? 
The wisest of us wonder. There is a world of difference 
between those who are wicked and, thereafter, like the 
little dog, have a bad name, and those who have a bad 
name and are not wicked. 

With all {һе tabloid papers running wild about divorces, 
it isn’t a sin any more. It’s the latitude of pleasure. It's 
an advertisement. Take the Chaplin affair. That will 
be wicked. Wicked for his popularity. The Browning 
affair. Sordid. Wicked. Yes. Since this publication is 
an upstanding periodical of righteousness in its field, we 


shall let the yellow papers discuss the degree of wicked- 
ness. Every day we read or know of instances where 
wickedness is rampant. 

But it’s in lies that we have hope. That is not 
wickedness. Only misjudged behavior. Ananias was 
the first of the liars and you and I may be the last. A 
liar is the party who is found out. Then there’s the 
instance of a man who runs off with another man’s wife. 
That’s bad. The worst in the world. No justification 
at all.. Against man’s and God’s law. Not only part 
of the Bible, but the very foundation of human efforts 
toward civilization is attacked. The laws of the land 
cannot extend too much punishment to thieves of the 
sanctuary of the home. It’s not only bad and wicked but 
it tears away all the veil of years and in a moment 
catapults us back to the Stone Age, when this was the 
custom in accordance with the doctrine that might is right. 

Then again, to touch on the humorous, there are some 


-husbands who would be more than grateful if someone 


ran away with their wives, and who knows but what the 
offender might have the luck to deal with one of those. 
Supposing a bad wife runs away with a bad husband; the 
result is sometimes good. 

Perhaps there are a few hypocrites who would term 
bootleggers bad. Absolutely wrong. They’re fine up- 
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standing citizens, own their homes, their own Fords, mind 
their own business, and usually give more to charity than 
the average churchgoer. If they sell booze that is poison, 
they’re bad bootleggers, perhaps. Breaking the law of the 
hypocrites who rushed through the Fourteenth Amend- 
ment doesn’t make them bad, because the majority of the 
people of the United States ignore the existence of such a 
law. And none of us gives one hoot in hell for the 
minority. Е 

Our wonderfui girls of today, with their marvelous 
display of hosiery, and shingled locks, and rouged lips 
might, by some, be construed as bad. But are they? By 
all the thousand wives of Solomon, emphatically no! 
Some folks in this wide land decry the fact these charming 
Amazons display too much nether limbs, too much epider- 
mis. But history only too well points out that their ancient 
Grecian sisters and the Pyramid-building daughters of 
Egypt wore little in the matter of raiment. Those in the 
stone age went in for leopard skins, and from the hiero- 
glyphics we discover the leopards in those days were very 
small. After all, a man is interested not in how much 
clothes, or how little, but in the manner in which our 
women wear their clothes: And modern ideas, lip-stick, 
and rouge cannot by any length be reasoned as even 
“naughty.” 

It's a problem whether to be bad and happy or, as the 
Major said to the Cleveland waitress, “Be good, and 
you'll be miserable.” | 

Sin does not look so good in the papers. A Chicago 
gunman may make a model husband after a term at Joliet 
penitentiary. And an Indiana minister may preach to his 
flock for twenty years and then go ‘amok.’ Or is sin a 
matter of geography? Probably the latter. So if you 
think you are going to sin in Omaha, Nebraska, pack up 
your valise and move to South Africa. 

If you are really not bad, it is certain that someone 
will paint your career in many colored shades. If you 
are not found out, you'll be knocked. If you are found 
out, you'll be knocked too. There is no difference. 

W e all fear the other fellow. But we should cheer up. 
No matter how bad we are, a little digging in the back 
numbers of tabloid papers will reveal to us how, amid 
"laughter in court," some other fellow's sins got into a 
late edition. 


DOCTOR AS HE TELEPHONED FOR THE 
CORONER. 


Parker: Splinters in his tongue! How on earth did 
Smith get splinters in his tongue? 


“THAT WAS A GRAVE ERROR,” SAID THE | 


а ne in, 


Twas Ever Thus 


4 


Bank Clerk: І recommend that we keep a large cake 
of ice in front of the vault. 

Cashier: Why do that? 

Clerk: So that any safe crackers would get cold feet. 


“No, madam,” said the tramp, “I’m very sorry, but it’s 
against my principle, I can’t chop wood.” 

“Well,” said the farmer’s wife, “there will be some coal 
coming here this afternoon, and 


"I'm again very sorry, but I can't carry no coal. But 
I tell you what ГЇЇ do. I'll compromise. If you've got 
a gas stove, ГИ turn on the gas for you." 


c LUKE BLANCO ~< 


Er Brown broke his bottle of hootch on the board- LIFE I3 ONE THING AFTER ANOTHE R 
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WHO SAYS THAT THE MALE SEX IS MER- 
CENARY? THERE ARE MANY OF THEM 
WHO PREFER BACHELOR “QUARTERS” TO 
“BETTER HALVES.” 


The Sultan is a sorry guy 
His wife just soaked him in the eye 

But the thing that makes him sore on life 
He doesn’t know which wife. 


MIND YOUR OWN BUSINESS 
Snap: I never pay any attention to petting parties at 
the movies. 


Snapper: Me neither. I always take someone with 
me too!” 


The first age of man is when he thinks about all the 
wicked things he is going to do. This is called the age 


of innocence. 


Stern Father: “What could you give my daughter that 
she doesn’t have’ now?” 


Suitor: “Well, sir, I could give her something to worry 


about.” THE NEW DANCE 


me کے‎ Br B g 
T 


She Positively Refused 


to Walk Ноте. „< 
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Mother: “My dear, you must lengthen your skirt. If 
you wear things like that, you will never be looked up to.” 

Flapper: "I don't want to be; I'd much rather be 
looked round at." | 


“That’s a good watch you've got there. A bit on the 
heavy side, isn't it?" i 


“Not so very, but it's not nearly so big as one I’ve got . 


at home—a regular turnip, that is.” 
“Turnip watch, eh? I’ve got a potato clock at home.” 
“A potato clock! Whatever is that like?" 
"Well, when I've had to catch the nine o'clock train, 
I've got up at eight o'clock. See?" 


WHAT DID HE SAY? 
HE'S SUCH a child," said the kindly old doctor. 
"With all a child's artless joyousness and sweet 
innocence. A lovable child.” 

"She's so motherly,” said the shy young minister. “So 
interested in the work of the church, and with a gentle 
dignity that is very admirable in one of her age." 

"She's a sporty little woman," said the fellow from 
Saratoga. "Knows the points of a pony, and put her 
finger on the weak spot in our footer team in a moment. 
Some Kid!” 

"She can dance," admitted the lanquid young man- 
about-town. “And her capacity isn't too low. Knows 
how to dress too.” 

“She has a soul above mundane things," raved the poet. 
“She is a beautiful sonnet set to the music of the spheres.” 

"She's got a good head for business," said the business 
man. “Takes quite an intelligent interest in the stock 
market and doesn’t ask silly questions.” 


“Damn little flirt!” grunted the man who paid the bills. 
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MOTORIST (at Police-Station) : “Have 
you done done anything about that car of mine 
that was stolen?” 

SERGEANT: “Yes—you’ll have a sum- 
mons in due course for leaving it unattended 
in a public place.” ., =... - 

“It must be awful,” said the boarder, “to be deceived 
by a false marriage.” 

“Well, I don’t suppore it's any worse than being de- 
ceived by a real one,” rejoined the landlady. 

And her husband continued to give a correct imitation 
of a man trying to read a newspaper. 


“What kind of a pup is that?" 
“Aw, he's a hot-dog from the Sandwich Islands." 
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De Mirjian 


VIRGINIA BEARDSLEY 


in Ziegfeld’s 
“RIO-RITA” 


Harry Richman, Beau Brum- 
mel of New York’s night 
life, 


Herbert Mundin as himself. 
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NEW YORK . 
PLAY BY PLAY 


N A BROADWAY Lunch I sat at an adjoining 
I table to two old friends seemingly meeting for 
the first time in a goodly span of years. The way 
they greeted one another brought a lump the exact 
duplicate of a sixty cent watermelon to my throat. 


"They chatted merrily on impersonal topics until one 


took a notion to crack wise as follows: “You know, 
Oswald, I don't wanna seem like a joykiller, but 
you ain't looking good at all. Those rings under 
your eyes ... . what's up?" 

Oswald smiled in a painful manner. "I'm in 
trouble," he said. “I owe money and plenty of it. 
As a result I might as well get myself a job as a 
night watchman somewhere for all the sleep I get. 
All night long 1 just lie in bed worrying my head 
off. That may account for the way I look." 

Oswald's boy friend smiled. “I’m in the same 
kind of a stew. I used to do a star floorwalking 
act myself, but here lately I found a cure." 

“What’re you gonna do—pay up?” 

"Hell—no. I’m still flat busted. When I hit 
the pillows at night I go over my list of creditors 
in alphabetical order. Then I imagine them trying 
to collect. And I LAUGH myself to sleep." 


I saw an ambulance outside the General Post- 
office and upon hurrying over learned that a man had 
gone into a swoon from which he had not yet come 
to, although an hour had passed. It wasn't very 
warm and I wondered what it was had caused him 
to do such a neat flop. An employee, minding his 
own business, told me. The stranger had gone there 
to write a letter and the first pen he picked up had 
written perfectly. i 


A special performance was being given the other 
afternoon at a Broadway playhouse and the box 
office was completely cleaned out of tickets. De- 
sirous of seeing the performance I went to an 
orangeade stand next the theatre and inquired about 
my chances of getting one in front. The gentleman 
tending bar gave out, for my special benefit, the 
dirtiest look imaginable, after which he asked 
whattahell I thought he was. ` I am an educated 
New Yorker. So I leaned toward him and whis- 
pered, “Benny sent me.” 

His big mitt went my way and I got the tickets as 
he proudly exclaimed, “Well, well—how’re you, 


Rube Goldberg!” 


(Concluded on next page) 


Andre Charlot in the “Vani- 


ties." 


Herbert Mundin in one of his 
“Vanities” make-ups. 


por. 


Miss Darby in "Rio Rita." 


Helen Morgan 


Nina Navarre 


Burten's FOLLIES 


BRAM McGUINNESS saved a hundred dol- 

lars in. Russia from his salary of thirty-seven 
pesos per month. He landed in New York with 
two hundred and eighty-four dollars due to his run- 
ning across a group of doughboys aboardship and 
his uncanny ability to make galloping dominoes 
speak his language. With the money he hired a 
pushcart and peddled pretzels to beerhounds. He 
does not push a cart today. He retails it from a 
truck in case lots or better—and not pretzels either. 
What other country gives the foreigner such a 


chance ? 


I came across a gentleman of forty-five or there- 
abouts leaning against an “L” pillar on Third Ave- 
nue. Whenever a train rumbled by he smiled 
broadly and inhaled the thunderous noise as though 
it were his idea of a party. Firstly I ascertained his 
condition. He wasn’t intoxicated. He was dressed 
and looked positively normal. So I approached and 
asked why he was carrying on so oddly. 


“ 


“You look like a regular kid,” he told me, “and 


I'll let you judge for yourself. Гуе been married 
for, seventeen years to a woman who talks louder 
and longer than anything not excepting a publicity 
agent. One hour ago we had an argument and off 
she went. I’m out. here enjoying some peace and 
quiet." 

"You're darn right," I exclaimed, as I hopped 
into my Rolls Royce and left him stranded. 

SAM REBARBER. 


Kaisba, a foreign dancer now 


in New York. 


Alice Boulden, in "Gay Paree 
of 1927." 


One of Broadway's Dancers 
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Dancing Star at Club Richman 
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TENNIS FORM 


Tennis is a “love” game 
According to the score, 
But from their wild gyrations 
It looks more like a war. 


= 
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‚ let him run the joint before he run them out. 


| OW, children, I’m going to tell you the tall tale of 
a short sheik whosc name was, if we may trust his 
mother, Napoleon Bonaparte, without any question-mark 
at all, at all. Well, this sheik howled his way onto the 
planet in the island of Corsica, which same is noted for 
its corset factories. His father was a poor rural rustic 
and his mother, as I hinted before, was the poor rural 
rustic’s wife. Papa was a "frog-eater" and mama was а 
"garlic fresser," thus-making little Nap half wee-wee and 
half wop. 

Before he was knee-high he learned to shake a mean set 
of knuckles; howevez, since shaking a mean plow was not 
at all in his line, he left the island like a chorus cutie 
leaves a bankrupt broker as soon as he could scuttle fast 
enough, and made tracks for France.. A hungry hound 
grabbing a home-cooked ham couldn't have took them 
French people to himself faster than our Nappy did then. 
He elected himself their high muckity-muck, making one 
King. Louis scratch his head very sorely. 
no flies on our hero, he went out and started some brawls 
just to show the people he was a better scrapper than 
any old king, or Harry Greb or Dempsey either, by gum! 

The pretty part of it was that, every time he started 
a game and the enemy faded him, he threw a natural pass 
and came home with their Sunday shirts. This convinced 
the skeptical freg-eaters that little Nap knew more about 
fighting than our own Tex Rickard, so they decided to 
But this 
didn't satisfy the fighting fool, so he commenced calling 
England dirty names across the Channel. = 

Meanwhile, he opened his own private cabaret and went 
in heavy for distilled beverages, shapely Shebas, and vocal 
variations.on “What A Jolly Good John Is Nap.” Some 
of the fair frills tried to play him for a butter-and-egg 
man, but Nap couldn’t see ’em, being as he was too busy 
taking perfumed baths and getting gold pieces made with 
his masterful map on ’em. 

Finally he signed articles to meet Kid Wellington in a 
catch-as-catch-can, and went out to settle the argument. 
It rained all during the scrap, making it tough skidding 
.for both, but the elegant Nap soon had Wellington doing 
a bubble over to the rear. This tickled our little pugilist 
and he thought it was all over but the gate receipts, but 
Wellington got up at the count of nine and begged for 
‚more punishment. 

Boney got hot about this, as he had already sent a 
Western Union back to the home folks, saying he had 
won the decision in the first round. The game started 
again with equal bets on each card. Soon they was joined 


` - by a beezok called Bluecher, who also wanted to be dealed 


т. This baby knew his dry goods, and when he showed 
his hole card, he sent our Nap home in a barrel. 


There being’ 
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— PROFESSOR S. LANG WISECRAX 


ON NAPOLEON 


L 


PROFESSOR S. LANG 
WISECRAX 


Paris was all het-up about this and welcomed our: hero 
home with everything but sawed-off shotguns. Nap, how- 
ever, was cool as a cucumber for sarcasm and ridicule 
rolled off his back like water oft a dry agent’s chin. But 
it was up to our little battler either to come -back or stay : 
back, so he went out for another mix-up with some Aus- 
trians and got white-washed. That settled it and the 
angry audience shipped our hero off to another. island 
called St. Helena. 

Nap wasn’t phased, though, for he had oodles of experi- 
ence and he had a good time writing this up for the 
scandal. section of the Sunday papers, thereby getting 
enough jack to keep him in perfumed baths and flappers 
till he croaked. He later exposed his secret of immunity 
to shot and shell by saying that he wore Paris garters, and 
so no metal could touch him. 


"I hear that you've bought a wireless set, hoping it 
would keep your children at home in the evening. Does 
the plan work?” 


“Fairly well. They don't go out now until the an- 


у 3). 


nouncer says, ‘Good night, everybody’. 


’Ртег—“Слуе me an order of sausage and hot-cakes.” 
` Counterman—‘“One ground-hog and porous plasters!!” 
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HE TAXI stopped. And out got a subbing woman. 
"I gave you all—all that a woman holds most 
dear," she moaned . . . “and what have you done with 
it—crushed it beneath your feet, crushed it utterly!” 
“I’m sorry," he began, lamely. 
“Sorry!” she flashed back, with bitter scorn. 
He tried to speak again. Words wouldn't come. For, 
though her accusation was true, yet he loved her still. 
He cursed his impetuous passion that had taken him 
off his guard. 
If only . . . if only he'd have held her new hat instead 
of letting the darn thing slip down on to the floor. 


> 


“Why wasn't Ed at the dance last night?” 
“Too lazy.” 

“How come?" 

“Well, he forgot and left his watch upstairs and rather 


than go back up for ıt he waited for it to run down. 


They had been. talking as they walked. She had re- Gold-FISH versus Gold-DIGGER 
marked pathetically: “How terrible it must be to a man œ 


to be rejected by a woman." 
"Indeed, it must," was his response. Then, after a "[ guess that all óf my strength has gone to my feet." 


while, she exclaimed: “I don't think I could ever have 


tlie heart to do it." я 
And a great silence fell upon him as he thought it over. 


“W hat makes you so weak in the knees?" 


MOST: ANY MODERN PLAY MIGHT BE 
CLASSED AS “RAW MATERIAL.” 
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"AT HAPPENED MKE THs“ 


De Mirjian. 


Now in Rio-Rita 
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IGER FLOWERS, world’s champion middleweight, 
tells this one regarding Sambo Langford, the black 
boss of the beezer busting brotherhood, in the days when 
one look from Sam sent their temperature up to 606. — 
That was in the dear, damp days when the famous 
sextette from Liberia, composed of Sam McVey, Joe 
Jeannette, Battling Jim Johnson, Jeff Clarke, Sam Lang- 
ford and Jack Thompson, were making the circuits and 
breaking the monotony by bounding across the blue occa- 
sionally to France, Australia and South America. 
However, before Thompsun was taken. into the select 
circle, the rest of the brunette brethren had battled so often 
that they, as well as the public, were forced to see that 
new blood must be ejected into the game if they were to 
As the pale faces that would be worth while 
boxing gave them plenty of space, they decided to take on 
Jack Thompson. 


prosper. 


Now all who know Jack recall that he was big, plenty 
tough and rough as a barber college, was a kruel klouter, 
and loved abuse. In fact before long the rest of the boys 
who took part in an ivory petting party with him found 
Jack so rough that a hurry call was sent outrto Sam to 
soften him up. ; 

They met in Denver, where Jack had performed many 
times. After the furious fracas was ended in the first 


inning, the astounded press and public crowded into Sam’s 


FALSE ALARM 


“Granpa! Granpa!” 

“’Smatter—did the cow break her leg?” 

“No, granpa, but granma’s broken hers!” — 

“Gosh, kid, you sure had me scared for a 
minute.” 


on it but it didn't reach the right address. However, 


Sr - = 


By Jay Thoma 


dressing-room for details. 
A sport scribe said: "Sam, what was that punch you 
used on Jack?" “Well, boss, 'ats mah pump handle 
punch; ah uses it on Jim Flynn and tuff niggers.” 
“But don't you think Jack must have been sick or some- 
thing; maybe he ate a little chicken before the fight." 
“Man, if that nigguh haad a haad any chicken in him 
tonight he'd a flew." 


“Young” Stribling, one of the leading heavyweight con- 
tenders, while on his tour around the country summer 
before last, was meeting all comers and occasionally drew 
a pretty tough assignment. For instance, in ten days he 
boxed George Cook in Boston, journeyed out to Detroit 
a few nights later for Bud Gorman and then dropped over 
to East Chicago and took Johnny Risko, incidentally win- 
ning from all three of them and having Risko down for 7. 

However, they were not all that tough and one night 
out west he was boxing a local heavy who didn't like the 
going any too well in the second chapter. Stribling cut 
loose with a vicious right hand with plenty of postage 


DNI SA 
Moo ek 


the opposition went down like ã host of bonded Bourbon 
and prepared to stretch out and call it an evening. The 
referee started his cheerless chant but stopped long enough  - 
to whisper, “Get up, he didn't even hit you." 5 
Whereupon the canvas inspector loudly whinnied, “I 


know he didn’t hit me, but man, WHAT IF HE HAD?” 


KAANANE EON 
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Sir Harry Lauder always has been good copy for the 
When last he was on 
Broadway there was an accommodating stage door man 
who rendered small favors to the players. When Lauder 
came along this fellow was exceedingly obliging and in 
every way attempted to be of all possible assistance to the 
Scotchman. On the closing night, in appreciation, Sir 
Harry summoned the doorman to his dressing room. 
After telling him how much his efforts were appreciated, 
he handed over a two-bit photograph done by a cheap 
London photographer. “I am going to reward ye by 
giving ye my photograph,” said Lauder. “And,” he added, 
“If ye are here the next time that I play this ye’er house, 
and ye show the same ambition, mon, I'll autograph the 
picture for ye.” 


humor writers of the country. 
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What Fathers Won’t Do! 


Somebody is trying to do "lil ole 
N'York a “Worl?” of good, or some- 
thing. Yep, no kiddin’. Anyway there's 
a deep laid plot on foot for bigger and 
better campaigns against this or that, 
or what have you. Seems that the 
idea of prohibition is just in its in- 
fancy. A lately drafted command- 
ment seems to read, “Thou shalt not 
gaze upon the beauties of the flesh or 
any picturization therof.” With this 
battlecry on their Ivory Soap lips 
(99 44/100% pure) and the smoked 
spectacles of prudery straddling their 
twitching noses, an army of “holier 
than thou” good citizens have de- 
scended upon the lamb-like news- 
dealers and shorn them of their golden 
fleeces. - The “Art magazines,” that 
once inspired the latent artistic im- 
pulses in. the hearts of the dear pub- 
lic, have been relegated to the rear, 
if not entirely out into the back alley. 
That is, as far as Father Knicker- 
bocker’s household is concerned. 
What a boon to the honest, hard- 
working bootlegger!!! His orders 
will now be for a case of Scotch and 
a couple of copies of Artists and 
Models. The speakeasies will serve 
you a glance at the latest issue of Art 
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ADMITTANCE | 


with your gin and soak you another 
half-buck. The current plays that 
are so successfully keeping up the 
temperature of dear old Broadway, 


are also slated for a rapid toboggan to | 


the junk heap. Theatrical managers 
should only go in for sexless as well 
as senseless productions in the future. 
A nice new lot of white enamelled 
padlocks have been ordered by the 
Purity Committee in anticipation of 
delinquent or disobedient Johnnies. 
We expect the wave of reform to, 
pour its insidious flood down stately 
Fifth Avenue soon, blotting from 
view the shapely hose-clad extremities 
of the fair sex that have gladdened 
our sight for several hectic seasons. 
This purity crusade is not wholly 
confined to Manhattan’s tight little 
isle, either. We hear echoes from 
Chi., the windy city of bold bandits 
and stock-yard fame. It seems that 
a certain body ot female patriots fired 
a volley of hot shots in the general 
direction of a famous collection of 
masterpieces hanging in one of the 
world's greatest department stores 
with the result that all of the beauti- 
ful nudes bit the dust. A reluctant 


out helpless sheriff served the papers 
while the fat and scrawny envious 
crusaders gloated over the fallen 
Venuses and started plans for the 
elimination of underwear pages from 
the mail-order catalogs. 

Oh, it's a great World, folks, but 
there are times when we wonder if 
there really are people on Mars and, 
if so, Just how much land sells for 
per acre, and how! 


Hot ice-cream cones! - Did you roll 
an eye over this lily? The wise and 
honored head of our nation is in dan- 
ger of being bossed. Not so good! 
Because some adenoid-infected vege- 
tarian gets high blood pressure at the 
thought of roast beef should all Bull 
be removed from Congress? A thou- 
sand times no! There would be no 
Congress. In view of this great truth 
why shöuld Lady Nicotine be denied 
the shelter of the Executive Mansion? 
Bet Dawes puts up one bear of a scrap 
before he divorces that snug little 
furnace he totes around, eh what? 
We're afraid that Mr. Fillmore has 
slopped over his cup a bit. 


Now whaddaya think of that? 
These wimmen! They get an awful 
kick outa havin’ somethin’ new to 
complain about. Now a number of 


them are limpin’ about Chicago be- 
cause their ankles have gone ker- 


flooey. The medicos are up and 
ready, tellin’ 'em what to do, but will 
the wimmen do it? Not if I know 
ет! If they was hell-bent and the 
fashion was to doll up like Eskimoes, 
would they pass up the furs for more 
appropriate rigs? Not they. They'd 
walk swelterin’ through the flames 
and keep enough ice in 'em to freeze 
out any wise-crackin’ goofus who tried 
to tell 'em otherwise. 
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"The female of the species is more 
nervy than the male"— this should 
hand some of the skirt-ridden bozos 
a good laugh. At last we have a case 
on record where the “woman pays" 
and no applesauce about it. Three 
bucks for taking a drag at a torch 
on the ferry and two iron-men extra 
for nerve! Some gurgle, what? She 
should have gone to a dentist and had 
her nerve killed. It's likely to bank- 
rupt her if she is a dyed-in-the-wool 


devotee of the goddess Nicotine. 
“Oscar, sweep this out with the 
ashes,” 


Fined $2 fon Her Nue 


Men Pay $3 Each for Smoking 
on Ferry, but It Costs Gir! $5 


Thirteen men. fined $3 each by Mag 
istrate Weil in Morrisania Court yes 
‚ terday for smoking on a Classon Point 
; ferry boat, found another reason for 
being glad they were not women. when 
; the fourteenth offender, Miss Virginia 
; Barnes, of 307 East 206th Street, ihe 
! Bronx, was called. : 
"You weren't smoking, 


too!" ihe 


¦ magistrate exclaimed. 
| She nodded. 
"Five dollars fine," he said. 


“The 


What could. be sweeter? Really 
now, our uncontrollable sense of 
humor bids us crack a smile. Just 
imagine an unlovely old cannibal be- 
ing boiled in his own pot. 
'tis often the way in this Vale of 
Tears, for many the trapper who loses 
his own pelt in the shuffe and we say 
it serves him jolly well right. True, 
reform is a beautiful thing but this 
synthetic brand that is being wished 
on us cash customers is full of fusel 
oil. Twenty-two months in which 
to think it over ought to iron out 4 
few cerebral kinks and, who knows, 
perhaps a good and honest citizen will 
be the result. 


But then, . 


tt Te‏ ھی ے e‏ ی t‏ ای ب سے 


One-Eyed Horned Bab 
with Tail Alarms Greeks =, 


PYRGOS, Greece, Monday (17. P.).— xw 
рай. 

"fnis Peloponesian town wus alarmed 

today at what it considered a bad 

augury when arbaby was born here 


withi— Eis 
One eye, two horns and x tail eight} 


inches long. 


This "baby musta had dreams. of 
making a stir at Webster Hall some 
day. It sure thought of an original 
get-up anyway. Combed the classical 
dictionary and pulled out a number 
of bright ideas—grabbing the horns 
of the satyr and robbing the giant 
Polyhemus of his monopoly of the 
one-eye stunt. Then, as a finishing 
touch, it took a hint from the Devil 
and hooked onto itself a nice little 
tail. Some baby! 


No, fellers, you can’t beat ’em! 
You'll have to get farther away than 
Chile to dodge the long arm of 
Matrimony. Might as well stay and 
marry the girl and save transportation 
expenses. 

We once heard of a case where the 
groom was Indifferent and the bride 
was in Dutch. 

This long-distance knot-tying is not 
so bad for the bashful guys. Sort of 
like bawling the landlord out over the 
telephone. 

Perhaps, saying the groom was in 
Chile meant that he merely had cold 
feet. We should shiver! 

Anyway, this shows that you can't 
get away from the fair sex, men. 
Especially if they hail from Pennsyl- 
vania. Keep your fingers crossed. 
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One of those All Nite Russian Hangouts— Pipe the 
Excitable Orchestra! 
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WRITERS WE DETEST BEST 


N.B.—The Editor disclaims all responsibility for the worthless doggerel herein published, and prints it 
merely to be in line with the latest system of estimating literary values, as originated by LIBERTY. 


In envious imitation of LIBERTY’S continuous symposium by unknown readers on “The Three Most 
Interesting Books I Ever Read,"we have collected at geat pains and expense the following entirely unimportant 


opinions on popular writers from totally unqualified and uninfluential critics—largely selected from the Street 
Cleaning and allied departments: | 


To Hell with Harold Wrignt-cous The "Wells of English undefiled” — The author whom I most despise, sir, 
Bell ! Would nauseate a suckling child. Goes by the name of Theodore 

I'd rather read Jim Branch Cabell. O. WILDE. Dreiser. 
BILL BOSHELL. : HANNIBAL PISER. 


Dis dame vot iss a Deutsch Verdaerber Of all our writers the Wiener-wurst There's one worse writer, I expect,— 
Iss known to fame as Edna Ferber. Is Chicago’s favorite—Fannie Hurst. Hails from Chicago, too, Ben Hecht. 


TINY THURBER. CLOUDE BURST. HESPERUS WRECKT. 
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The be who writes the worst “home Sad to read is Rudyard Kipling— Rowdy writer, ragged rhymer, 
brew" is Famous writer when a stripling— Ceramic Joseph Hergesheimer. 

That "book-legger," Sinclair Lewis. Doddering into dotage, whiffling, A. CLYMER. 
HARRY HOOSIS. Like a Jabberwocky piffling. : 


K. BIFFLING. 


'The bore who drives me half insane Don't forget that old fraud, Freud, — 


(he writer raising the most Hell is 
Is blithering Dr. Franklin Crane. . Wit with madness half alloyed. 


That fake scientist, Havelock Ellis. 
A. B. BANE. H. LLOYD. TESSALINE TRELLIS. 


i ink it i i ‘The writer who is all the rage 
The g ho gives me acute pain I think it is a shame and sin i г ' | 
ыы М Brisbane To spend Three Weeks with Elinor : With the soubrettes is Will A. Page; 
p RANE i Glyn. But he left my name out of his book 
oe MEHITABEL SHINN. On Broadway—so “Give him the 


hook!” 


c7 THE CONQUEST OF A BEAUTY 
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“DO YOU LIKE HIS CIGARS?” “NAW, HE 
DOESN’T KNOW THE ROPES.” 


“IS HE A MAN WHO THINKS FOR HIM- 
SELF?” “NO, HE’S MARRIED ТОО.” 


“ГУЕ A NICHE IN THE HALL OF FAME.” 
WELL, CANT YOU SCRATCH IT?" 


CLOTHES MAY NOT MAKE THE MAN— 
BUT SULTS CERTAINLY MAKE THE LAWYER. 


my love for it is dead; 


chee£, 
He thought to have a frolic, 
He took one bite then doubled up, 
With painful painters" colic. 


“Did you meet а hold-up 
man?” 

“No—hic—my hold-up man 
left me, an’—hic—I can support 
myshelf!” 


PROCESSIONAL 
HE was pretty, 


He was susceptible, 
She was the stenog, 
He was the boss, 
She wrote his letters, 
` HE did the dictating, 


I'd like to find that hussy who She vamped him, 
put cigarette ashes in my face He married her, 
powder and Scotch in my per- She does the dictating, 
fume bottle! . He writes his own letters. 


“Warming Up” 


I HAVE a pretty garden, but 


WARMIN’ up. 


For I found a bachelor button in The start ОР РР 5 
ту black-eyed' Susan bed. he} 


The first heat. 


MOSQUITO lit on a flapper's Neck n’ neck. 


Showin’ their colors. 
Runnin’ wild. 
Hobbled. 

Back in the stride. 
The home stretch. 
Sulky. 

The finish. 

The judges’ decision. 
Woman wins! 


Hello, Old Top! Next time 
you're full, drop in and we'll 
throw a party. 
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THE SEASON’S THREE S’s : 


Skiing, sledding, and skating in Yellowstone National Park. 
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TEMPTATION RESISTED 


е 


. MIDNIGHT. Through the darkened window of a 
palatial dwelling crept a shadowy figure. He foot- 


stepped cautiously to the end of the corridor and paused 
before heavy draperies. Muffled sounds of revelry came 
to him, music, and the clink of glasses. A ball was in 
progress. He shrugged his shoulders and started towards 
the stairway. Suddenly the draperies parted and two 
charming ladies emerged.’ At once they spied the man 
and together gushed, “Oh! what a unique costume! 
When did you come in?” 

“I have just arrived," the man bowed. “Мау I have 
the pleasure of a dance?” 

"Aw, we're way past dancing,” giggled one of the 
ladies. “We're looking for the cellar. Know the way?" 

"Can't say that I do,” he answered. "Let's hunt for 
it, though.” So saying he led the way upstairs. 

“But the cellar is not upstairs,” protested. the younger of 
the women. | 

The floor above was uncannily silent. Instinctively 
the women drew close to their companion and, nothing 
loath, he encircled each dainty waist. Halfway down the 


He: “Pm awfully sorry” . - 
She: “How do you look when you're pleased?" 


hall a door was ајаг. "Let's go in," suggested the woman 
on his right, “maybe the cellar is in there.” | 

“Why, Maxine!” exlaimed the other. “This is your 
room and you know it.” | 

“Well, what of it?” countered the girl. “I have а 
flask in here anyway. . All three entered. A rose-colored 
light was turned on and the girl called Maxine produced 
а well-filled silver flask from a drawer on the boudoir 
table. baci, 

"Well, here's happiness!" she said, placing it first to her 
lips. The second woman sipped and passed it on to the 
man who was just beginning to realize that “Maxine” 
was extremely good to look at and that her costume was 
about the scantiest that he had ever seen. Taking a long 
draught from the flask, he caught the pretty Maxine in 
his arms. She didn't resist. 

The room swam before him, then roughly he staggered 
from the room. He had found himself in time! He was 
a burglar. Then too there were Maggie and the kids. 
With a smothered oath he hurried to the library, tucked - 
the family safe under his arm and slipped silently through 
the window out into the night. 


He: “Have you ever been in love?” 
She: “That’s my business." 
He: “Well--How’s business?” 
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The Tale 


7ЗО WILL BE the genius to dictate through the 
ages the history of the bed? My grandmother's 
socks, what a story this will be! 

From the grassy resting place of the Garden of Eden, 
down through the ages by way of the gold couches of the 
Pharoahs, down through the divans to the great four- 
posters of the Middle Ages, through the, brass bedsteads 
of the Victorian era, to the stump end bed of today. . . 
Ought to make the history of the world as well of the 
humble bed. 

A story such as this would trace the bed from its primi- 
tive mattress of good mother earth to the present day 
box-spring. Then there would be famous beds. Perhaps 
famous actresses would be willing to send through their 
press.agents photographs of their own charming stump 
ends, or their own particular twin. 


CLOTHES MAKE THE MAN. 
CLOTHES MAKE THE WOMAN. 


LACK OF 


JUSTICE 
MISSISSIPPI FARMER caught a young woman 


doing a "September Morn" on his property and 
had her hailed before the county magistrate. 

"What's the charge?" asked his honor. 

“Takin? a bath in the sprihg, your honor," said the 
constable. 

The aged dispenser of justice consulted a dog-eared 
copy of the statutes’ and buried himself in its pages for 
'several minutes; then closing the legal tome and stroking 
his beard he said very solemnly. 

“The charge is dismissed and the miss is discharged. 
“I find that she had just as much right to take a bath in 
the Spring as in the Fall.” | 


of the Bed 


Always there has been an atniosphere of impropriety 
surrounding a bed. Like Broadway plays, the attitude is: 
“It doesn’t matter what happens but keep the bed out of 
it.” Introduce a bed into the play and some folks think 
the play becomes a shock producer. 

In the towns of Kankakee, Peoria, East Hoboken fond 
mammas permit their daughters to make ardent love in 
the drawing room where there is a luring sofa, but they 
will not allow a peep into the bedroom. As for sitting 
on the bed instead of the sofa, Gouty Gertie of Moline 
says her mother declaimed, “Emphatically по!” What a 
fluttering in the dovecotes of the proprieties at the mere 
Poor bed, to have 
acquired such a shocking reputation, and such an immova- 


suggestion in Bosten, for instance. 


ble one! 


BOO HOO—Nobody ever SEES me 'cause 
I always PASS OUT so soon! 
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EVE— 1927 


she's no 


THE MODERN young woman, although 
тиў, 
Is lost without her paint, powder, and puff; 
With mirror and hanky, ridiculous rag, 
In higgledy-piggledy vanity bag, 
She carries them with her wherever she goes, 
To touch up the tip of her delicate nose. 


For public exposure she cares not a cuss, 

You all may behold her in subway or “bus. 
Her skimpy skirts drawn well up over her knees, 

Revealing her—h’m—order there, if you please. 
Revealing her charms with abandonment gay, 

A peep-show with never a penny to pay. 


She votes things domestic, as cooking and kids, 
` ` Most horribly boring, but bank notes and quids 
Are just what she dotes on, and takes as her dues, 
With foxtrots and tangoes and shimmies and blues, 
While jazz of the jazziest, gen'rous of noise, 
Her shingled and jangled young soul overjoys. 


The modern young woman, as pictured above, 

Laughs loud and laughs long at the notion of love, 
Dan Cupid with her cuts a very poor dash, 

She picks him to pieces and labels him “Pash,” 
The girl ultra-modern, you've guessed it, by gad, 

Is very much more than a bit of a lad. 


She smirks and she boozes, she smokes with the best, 
Retails racy yarns with a rollicking zest, 

She backs all the losers (for bookies must live). 
Gives pals a leg-up when she has it to give. 

In brief, and I know what I'm talking about, 
The modern young woman's a dev. when she's “out.” 


THE FIGHTING FEMALE 


According to the dictates of the N. Y. U. faculty, a 
girl should wait until she gets married before she learns 
to fight. That seems to put the sweet things at a dis- 
advantage but judging from past performances they have 
been able to hold their own with the male sex all right - 
even with such a handicap. Perhaps the honorable faculty 
fear that young ladies with a knowledge of “the manly 
art" will not be so easy to handle. Probably true enough 
at that, but so will the masher and male vulture find the 
maid of pugilistic abilities not such easy prey. 

The modern girl is farther advanced than her female 
ancestors in many ways. She is physically better and much 
more Cosmopolitan. She follows more hazardous pur- 
suits and enters into closer contact with the world in 
general than her prototypes of other ages and it is only 
natural that she should desire to be able to defend herself 
as best she can against the many adversaries that beset 
her pathway. 

By all means, \et the girl who is pugnaciously inclined 
learn to handle her fists. She will then have no excuse 
for clawing a fellow up and we think that if it were put 
to vote the.great majority of Adam's descendants would 
prefer a good sock in the jaw to a handful of finger nails. 


Er CK SPEI ORE: 
Dum 


PUSSYFOOT. 


. 


1 
у 


tet? 
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“THE WOMAN PAYS"— 


by 
Professor Flatbush 


- "It's the woman who pays the price," sing the poets. 
Apple oil! Banana sauce! 


I admit a few of them do, but the only dames I ever 
observed to fork over were wealthy harridans, old and 
toothless, who had nothing left but shekels to lure the 
fickle male. 


The vast remaining majority, with even a modicum of 
good looks, will wield their infernal weapon to the pur- 
pose of extracting dough from the banana-ed sex. 


м 


Hell, if that’s so, where did I 
drop the nest-egg my rich uncle left me? .If the wiseacres 
who ten-percented my lunch-checks at Murray’s, Church- 
ill’s, Reisenweber’s, and Kid McCoy’s will think back a 
bit, they will recall a shiny-pated bozo with a seedy 
frock-coat, an apologetic expression, and a wart on the 
left nose. "That's me! 


“The woman pays!” 


They will also recollect a canny little jane with Mas- 
caraed eyelashes and a smile like a tooth-paste ad. That 
was my partner de dance. She wore a silver-fox coat (I 
paid for it, which accounts for mine being frayed at the 
elbows). And a three-karat rock glittered on her digit. 
That accounts for my bald pate. I worried out the hair 
trying to keep up installments. 


If you ever bought a dame a gift on tick, you know the 
quick-sandy feeling of having your reputation chattel- 


APPLESAUCE! = 


mortgaged, and the evidence carried around on your: best 
girl's finger. The payments came hard, but the point I'm 
bringing out is that / always paid. 


You have all seen such plays as “The Woman Pays,” 
“The Price She Paid and, if you are constituted with a 
soft heart, you shed briny tears—in short, you enjoyed 
them thoroughly. 


- 


Let те state, gentle reader, that your tears were spread 
g \ 

in vain. Re "the woman who pays," there ain't no such 

animal. It’s us boys who pay, and moreover, in most 


cases, it's pay as you enter. 


Гт on the stand to testify as a living proof of the 
falsity of such assertions. I’ve paid and paid, until I am 
now milked plumb dry, the goose can no longer lay the 
golden egg, neither can the carrot be squeezd of any more 
juice—in other words I’m flat. 


And a flat tire is not half as pitiful as a flat Broad- 
way-ite. And my canny little jane canned me when the 
coin gave out. She shook me from her proverbial petti- . 
coats (which she never wore) like a wet pup shakes off 
drops of water. 


So, here I am back in Pittsburgh, ruminating on follies 
past and wondering why so many poor saps still fall for = 
the old bunk. And if you want to get me riled, just 
mention something to the effect that “women pay,” and 
Ill just naturally delapidate you with the hardest and 
heaviest object convenient to hand for, take it from me, it's 
all a naughty fib. 


METRI ROSE EDO OE 
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They call this lady Ven- 
ice ’cause she’s all wet. 


“She was the stenog—he was the boss.” 


FLIM-FLAMS 


Marion Nixo 
Universal Player 


Lorna Duveen 
First National Player 
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Barnum Didn’t Call 
| 'em Suckers 


E HAVE with us the flim-flams of Hollywood. 
` We, the great American public, are getting fooled. 
Not only daily, but how. 

Picture after picture is leaving Hollywood packed with 
scenes that have little or no bearing on the story. It’s a 
kind of fooling of the theatre-goer by the director so that 
he will not notice the weak part of the film. Packing 
a picture somietimes costs more than the picture. Ex- 
pensive sets are erected, huge sets that, although they have 
no connection with the story, make a spectacle of their 
own. A typical instance is the trek of the pioneers with 
their cattle in “The Covered Wagon.” The scene where 
the pioneers cross the river with their wagons and cattle 
at the risk of their lives, and the one showing the attack 
by Indians almost tell the whole story of the picture since 
they give such a graphic idea of the perils and hardships 
the settlers had to face. 

There always is that dodge about introducing a ball- 
room scene with a jazz band of negroes. Then you'll 
find the variation of the restaurant scene with the same 
jazz band. Then there is the bathing scene. Nothing is 
wrong, artistically or morally, in showing a bathing scene 
when it is part of a story. But when it is dragged in for 
no reason whatsoever, the thinking person knows why it 
has been dragged in. 

It is the clever and wise director who will realize that 
the public is tired of the old alibi and will cut it. 

` Then, too, there is the aeroplane or motorcycle scene, 
which is unreeled, yard after yard, now showing the 
strained face of the-hero, then flashing back to the heroine 
with her horror-stricken face, now showing the automo- 
bile racing along, and then the express train roaring 
through the tunnel. A good stunt when it was first used. 
But not now. | 

The lingering «iss of the lover has received its death 
knell. In many pictures it is with us. But in the good 
picture it has been abolished. 


Ања a —,9*$*. 
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Blanche Mehaffey 


Universal Player 


Jimmy Pendleton 
and Mary Diner 
Hollywood Dancers 


"John Gilbert 


۰ 

Little Aimee McPherson. from 
Los Angeles and Hollywood is 
now touring the effete East. Den- 
ver was a recent acquisition to her 
vocal charm. Mighty cries. of 
"Amen" and "Praise the Lord" 
from the packed Auditorium were 
certainly at variance with. the hue 
and cry that greeted her on her 
Mexico. The 
country wide is not satisfied that 
her ballyhoo was 


"return" from 
according to 
Hoyle. One thing is certain, how- 
ever, as a showman the palm must 
be extended to her method of ad- 
vertising. 


Marion Davies 
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With all this talk of En 


Purviance drawing a salary from 
Charley Chaplin, it might be well 
to note that Miss Purviance, in 
Paris, says that she was under con- 
tract to the Chaplin firm at $250 
per week 


under an agreement 


which has six years to run. 


The British-owned press ot 
India is taking. a slam at American 
movies. Опе of their editorials 
“The American monopoly 
can afford to laugh at it, and can 
afford to continue its profitable 
policy of disseminating the gospel 
according to Los Angeles." 


Wow! 


states: 


Some of the stars ot. Hollywood 
and even the tired extras can take 
a sheet from the Austrians. Stars 
over there receive about $75 per 
day. This salary runs down the 
line to the supporting players, who 
receive approximately $7 per day, 
and the extras $2 daily. However, 
if the extra has a trick dress suit, 
they throw in fifty cents more for 
good measure. ; 


T he Central Office, that handles 
the business of engagements for 
movie players, had over 8,000,000 
phone calls during the year of 
1926. In view of the fact that the 
average daily placements during 
the year were 710, we wonder 
what becomes of the movie extras. 
When it is pointed out that the 
waitresses of Los Angeles and 
Hollywood are beautiful, it is well 
understood what becomes of the 
other fellow’s sister who goes to 
the movie colony for a career. 


The Chaplins are not the only 
ones seeking to shatter the bonds 
of matrimony. Al Santell, direc- 
tor, and his wife, Ruth; Bertie 
May Rogers, former actress and 
society girl of Atlanta; and Dor- 
othy Dunbar, are the new ones 
wedlock 


seeking escape from 


through the divorce court. 


Lillian Gish 


One thing is certain—Wise 
Willy Hays does not want .to 
mingle in the Chaplin affair. Mr. 
Hays can hardly be blamed for 
that. Charley Chaplin’s private 
business is nobody’s business. While 
Chaplin can do what he wants to, 
it does reflect on the movie indus- 
try. That is where the magic hand 
of Hays is necessary. To the mavie 
industry the Chaplin matter should 
have been avoided—and now that 
the secret is out, kid gloves should 


be used. 


SS 


| 


S 
u, 


Ramon Navarro 
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GOITIE, THE 
EXTRA GOIL 


O, FOLKS. Don’t get too close to the loud 
speaker—I been eatin’ garlic. What? 

Smells good—so’s your old man! I’m givin’ 

my talk on Movin’ Pitcher Poisinalities 
trough station WOW-—-dat’s static for the bum's 
rush, yuh know. Say, I've got a choice line of: 
screen dirt to dish tonight, cinematically speakin,’ 
(how d'ye like the Ritzy woid—I got dat from a 
big time director). Well, cinematically speakin; 
I'm gonna soive some studio stew. Now, cut out 
your loud speaker and clap on the ear phones 'cause 
this is hush stuff. Know who's been in town? Vita- 
graph—yeah, Albert E. Smith himself. He's the 
guy who went down for the third time when he 
tossed the gold band on the finger of little Jean 
Paige, the little sweetie he usta feature. Yeah, he 
had been hitched twict before an' raised two families 
but everybody said he was turnin’ over a new leaf, 
but it musta been the wrong Paige, ‘cause he's started 
another fambly—yep—little girl. Say, here's a hot 
biscuit. A couple of type bangers I know asts if I 
could tell 'em if Mary Pickford used her own legs 
in her last pitcher when she played the part of a 
little goil. They thought that maybe the director 
pulled a.stunt like the artists do an’ used some one 


= иг, ү 2) = che < . : , 
else's legs on Mary's body. Gee, dere's so much sawed off so she could use a different pair о’ wooden 
trick stuff these days with the camera that people 


Hollywood is so quiet since there are only two scandals 
a week that even the librarian falls asleep 


pins for each character she plays. Sav, that idea 
ain't so bad. Maybe I could pull that with my head 
an' get to be a lead. : 

Here's a good one. A jane I know who had a 
contract to play Madam Godiva. She rides into 
the scene an’ the wig with the long tresses blows 
off. Of course her bobbed hair didn’t come down 
far enough to cover her. The director went blind— 


don’t believe their eyes no more. But I wanna tell 
yuh, case you might be interested, too, dat Mary’s 
still usin’ her own, ‘less, о’ course, she's had them 


ae 


hs 


the camera man was out o' focus—the censors 
wouldn't pass the scene—an' she fell off the horse 
an' broke her contract! 

Speakin’ of contract—do you know some o' the 
freak things appear in them important woikin' pa- 
pers?. Things like this: Conrad Nagel absolutely 
refuses to dye his hair—Carmel Meyers ain't. al- 
lowed to get her hair bobbed till the contract ex- 
pires—Pauline Stark won't work on Sundays or 
holidays—Claire Windsor has to have her kid's 
birthday off so she can give him a party— John Gil- 
bert, the heavy lover of the Merry Widow, and the 
doughboy of The Big Parade, has to have three 
months off each year. An’ some day I'm gonna land 
me a job like that. 

Whats that? Time's up? Well, folks; g'bye. 
It yuh like my stuff drop me a line of encouragement 
an maybe I can tell yuh some more film secrets the 
next time I get the air. 


_ADECKER u 


Artistic Hollywood 
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THIS THOUGHTLESS AGE 


Thinks she would like to run away 
from home: 


Ве a female bum—knocx all 
around— see the world from 
freight car bumpers. 


Thinks she would like to be an ac 
. tress: 

Be a Tex Guinan or a Mary 
Garden—knock the 
dead— 

“Give this little girl 
your kind applause!” ` 
“There is nothing in 
this world like sun- 
bathing off the shores 
of Sicily for reducing 
and rounding the fig- 
ure!” 


world 


Thinks she would like to be a poet- 
ess or a writer of high-brow litera- 
ture: 

Be a Nathalia Crane or a 
Rose Macauley— 
“Oh, I’m in love with 

the Janitor's Bov, 

And the Janitor's Boy 
loves me!” 
"A woman who is à 


female supplies that 


ever loved. 


She: “Then I must say you're 
some beginner!” 


which a man who is 
a male lacks." 


Thinks she would like to get mar- 
ried to a big “sardine and salmon 
sucker from Seattle: 

Ве a jewel-bedecked hostess 

or social transient— 

"Oh, vou simply must 

come over to my Salon 

next Wednesday. Hen- 

ri La Ferran is going 

to play Norwegian 
folk-songs for us and 
Mlle. Ourshansky 15 
going, to give a series 
of interpretive dances." 
“We are on our way to 
the Orient—just came 
back from France— 
frightfully boring—so 
utterly Americanized, 
you know. And it is 
SO tiring after one has 
been there twelve sea- 


sons or more...” 


Thinks she would like a change 
from her present position: 
Detésts work in all of its 
phases—would while away 
the hours—a wood nymph 


He: “You're the first girl I 


dancing in a wood to the 
music of the pipes of Pan. 

Thinks she would like to commit a 
murder: : 
Just for the novelty of it— 
just to get a head-streamer a 
foot and a half high in the 
tabloids. 


Thinks she would like to be an 
anarchist—a “real red :" 
Be an Isadora Duncan—sing 
the Ínternationale in Zit's 
Central Park Casino—blow 
up New York and all that 
sort of thing. 

Thinks the world is wrong: 
Hates its conventions—its 
laws!—would return to the 
clothesless age—do things— 
EVERYthing . just as she 
pleases! 

SO LONG AS ALL SHE DOES 
IS THINK it's all right— you see, I. 
have faith that this modern miss is 


‘old-fashioned at heart! 


BUT,- Good Lord, IF .SHE 


EVER PROVES ME A FOOL 
INSTEAD OF AN OPTIMIST 
ИНН 
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FIVE MINUTES 


BEFORE STARTING 


SOUTH 


Ў Burten’s FOLLIES 


F ISH in the rivers With the <> 


Salt in the sea, 


Hunting a parking place P [. 2 В | 
Made а wreck out of me! a m eaches 


К: 


Queen of the Beach . 


“TE”? 


(With apologies to Mr. Palm Beach 
Stribling.) 


F you can see ten thousand miles 


of ocean 
Who Wouldn’t Get a Thrill And in nee pe swimming to Palm 
Out of This? Beach, 
If you can greet a mermaid as she 
passes. 
Then next day meet this swimming 
whipperwill; 
If you are spurting onward toward 
Miami 
And a liner socks you gently on: the 
head, 


You get the mermaid just to touch 
her softly. 


Then ask her if the FOLLIES she 
has read? 

If she says down at “Davy Jones” 
she’s seen it, 

Old Davy Jones had told her it was 

. grand, 
VR "n And you treat her to a drink when 
you reach land. 


1 


if you then wish good-bye to all the 


mermaids, 

And kissing them, one gives a little 
scream, 

You strike out once again—and—hit A Palm Beach Pearl— 
Mel . Some Girl! 


And then you hit the missus — 


WHAT A DREAM! 


LOTS OF THE SO-CALLED “HICK TOWNS” 
THE MODERN BATHING BEAUTY SAYS HAVE TURNED OUT TO BE FIRST CLASS 
THAT NOBODY HAS ANYTHING ON HER. “HIC” TOWNS. ( 
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Palm Beach Days and Knights. 


ALAS! 


HE GAZED down at him as he knelt, suppliant and 

wistful, at her feet. And he, looking upward and 
meeting that gaze, saw scorn in the beautiful eyes, con- 
tempt in the tightly pressed lips that he had, erstwhile, 
mentally likened to a red, red rosebud, and intuitively 
knew that she looked down on Вип in more senses than 
one—though he had offered her all he had—figuratively 
laid his possessions at/her feet. A refusall—a refusal 
embittered by the manner of its delivery. And, realizing 
the hopelessness of it all, he sighed and made to rise from 
his ignoble pose. 

But even as he did so the crimson lips parted. Did his 
ears deceive him or was there in sooth wafted to them 
from that delicious enticing mouth, in a whisper soft as the 
zephyr of a (supposititious) June evening, the single sylla- 
ble: 

"Dear!" 

Yes! the word was repeated this time in a firmer, more 
assured tone: 

“Dear!” 

Then he arose, straightening his aching back, and with 
the expectant look fading from his hardening features, 
murmured in a weary resigned tone: 

‘We have, of course, madam, a much cheaper make of 
shoe in stock.” 


Station W.H.O.O.S.H. (Six and Seven-eighths Wave) 
Program 


5 P.M.— The famous Halitosis Orchestra playing “PLL 
BE WAITING FOR YOU OUTSIDE 
THE THREE-MILE ZONE.” 

6 P-M.—"HAVE YOU A COMPLEX OR WHAT 

HAVE YOU?” Lecture by Professor 
Shampoo, of Soochew Barber College. 

7 P.M.--Lecture by Florida State Realty Board on 
“WHY YOU SHOULD COME SOUTH 
INSTEAD OF GOING WEST” (or why 
Greeley is wrong). 

8 P. M.—Lecture by Hawkshaw Holmes on “HOW I 
HAVE STAMPED OUT BOOTLEG- 
GING.” 

9 P. M.-—Lecture by Ike S. Coffer, the noted bootlegger, 
on "SUCCESSFUL SELLING METH- 
ODS." 

10 P. M.—Bedtime lie by a former husband. 


MEEK IN SPIRIT 
“Why did you drink that whiskey all up?” 


“I was afraid that it would spoil. There wasn't 


enough alcohol in it to preserve it." 
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FLOWERS! 


SAY IT WITH 
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S WEET William’ courted Little “Daisy” 


“Mignonette,” Was so chipper, 
And got “Pansy” When I gave her 
In a pet. A “Ladyslipper.” 


And when “Rose,” 
I pet— 

I am jilted 
By “Violet.” 


W as awful mad, 
And sat down on 


A “Lily” pad. 


“Black-eyed Susan” 


А ^ mA n 
ce 
45 BeNOR ER A N 
“Jack-in-the-Pulpit” 
To “Fern” Knows his biz— 
But I never “Aster,” And I’m “Gladiolas” 


I affirm! His! 


"EI „str 


They say Г proposed 


I won “Jessamine” They say I love 


For mine, . “Canterbury Bell,” 
And left “Columbine” But it’s not so— 
To pine! They “Lilac” h—l. 


THE EXPERIMENT 


ET,” grunted The Man from Mars, as he greedily 
lapped up another Near Beer, “This old pile of 

mud you call Earth is not so bad as it might be considering 
all of the flies in your worldly ointment, but there are 
some things that just don’t register with me at all. Some 
of your fool customs are the bunk and I don’t mean any- 
thing but. Take this business of “kissing.” What in the 
name of sour cream on the Milky Way is it all about? 
You kiss a baby because it’s little, you kiss Grandpa be- 
cause he’s old, you kiss “hello,” “good-bye,” and in-be- 
tween-times. Some kiss for money and others are not so 
material. Some get a kick out of it while others merely 
get sore lips. Some girls throw kisses and some deliver 
in person and throw the bull. Some wives kiss their hus- 
bands because they love them, some because they are sus- 


“You say he married a girl out of his class?” 
“Yep, she was a co-ed at the same college.” 


picious of them, and others just to keep in practice. It 
always takes two to make a kiss and after it’s made it is 
no more. Kisses are stolen, sold, exchanged, and wished 
upon people. There are hot kisses, cold kisses and just 
kisses without why or wherefor. Now when I go back 
to my own great planet I want to know what I'm talking 
about. The mathematics of a kiss seem to be nothing 
divided by two, the answer is naturally zero—so after all 
why kiss anyway? You Earthfolk seem to like it though, 
and your history relates that nations have been bartered 
for a kiss; so, if you will just invite that snappy little 
blond over there to have dinner with me, РИ experiment 
a bit in the cause of Science." 


EDITOR'S NOTE—The Mars Express flew minus its chief 
passenger. When last heard of, he was apartment hunting in the 
Bronx with a corn-haired mamma with million dollar lips and a 
“skin you love to touch.” 


"How do you know that she is economical ?” 
"When she goes out on a party she leaves her hair-net 


home." 
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N ITEM of general social interest, which appears to 

have been slighted by Cholly Knickerbocker and 
other chroniclers of society news, is the removal into its 
new quarters of one of the oldest and most exclusive clubs 
in New York. The word “exclusive” is used advisedly, 
for any married man may become a member of the club, 
after certain legal formalities. The building is provided 
with iron bars at doors and windows. This insures abso- 
lute privacy for the members, who are protected not only 
from the ordinary pests of. society—bores, bootleggers, 
collectors, insurance agents, funny-story-tellers, golf-score- 
liars, lawyers, and ladies-in-waiting, but even from their 
own wives. Therefore the idea that these bars are put 
up for the purpose of keeping the members in the club is 
manifestly absurd. It is literally the most exclusive club 


WELL . You 
CANT SHUFFLE 
The Hoases! 


im LUCKIER. AT CARDS 
HAN Av THE Races 


| 
| 
| 


| s ir NECESSARY 
To USE зо Much 
SLANG? 


ALL RICHT 
weil Put THE ||. 
KısosH ON 


FUN FROM THE FOOTLIGHTS 


THE ALIMONY CLUB 


in New York, and its removal from Ludlow street to its 
new quarters in West 37th street is an item of great his- 
toric and social interest. 

Those who saw “Tangerine” will remember that the 
first scene was laid in the reception room of this celebrated 
club, which was quite adequately represented. Of 
course the old club house was rather antiquated—so it is 
being converted into a high school. Furthermore, it was 
rather out of the way, and inconvenient for friends whom 
the members really wanted to see—one of the pre-requi- 
sites to calling on them. The blue-uniformed steward and 
attendants, however, are alleged to be as amenable to per- 
quisites as the best-trained club servants, so this is no bar 
to welcome callers. The new location of the club—in the 
heart of "Hell's Kitchen,’—may be. considered a trifle 


BEY— "HE coutoO GO ТО SCHoot 
AND COME OUT A REAL MAN 一 人 
Lawyer / 4 

^ ; 
wiırey— I THOUGHT You saip “af 
^ REAL man!” о, 


A LARGE AUDIENCE?” 
HE:— YES. 
SHE— WHAT DID You say? 
HE—~— NOT  GihLT Y, 


SWANP 
For My 719000 


МАМ IS THE ONLY ANIMAL THAT CAN 
‘GE SKINNED MORE THAN ONCE 


by Murray Korman 
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outre; but when one remembers how society has reclaimed 
certain malodorous if not disreputable sections along the 
East River it may be that the Alimony Club will serve to 
give an aristocratic atmosphere to this Greco-Roman 
neighborhood. 

The club takes its name from the fact that its members 
are all strong-minded husbands who would rather be in- 
carcerated than pay alimony. The motto of the Alimon- 
ists is: "Millions for defense—but not one cent for trib- 
ute.” In other words, they refuse to pay fare after having 
been thrown off the matrimonial train. Likewise “Stone 
walls do not a prison make—Nor iron bars a саре.” The 


? 


YEN IT comes to style she plays 'em right, 
She wears ’em short an’ she wears em tight, 


An’ the boys all swear she is some sight, 


That Broadway Gal O’ Mine. 


THAT 


She sure knows how to strut her stuff, 

She gets attention more’n enough, 

But if гои get fresh then she. gets rough, 
That Broadway Gal О’ Mine. 


BROADWAY 


She wears a smile that's coy and sweet. 
She shows a calf and ankle neat, 
An’ all the men are at her feet, 


That Broadway Gal О” Mine. 


GAL 


For food she never has to pay, 
She nails a new sap every day, 
An’ leads him to a swell cafe, 


That Broadway Gal O' Mine. 
O' | 
At night to supper clubs she goes, 
An’ lets some boob dance on her toes, 


But she knows where the money grows, 


That Broadway Саі О’ Mine. 
/ T Tu 
MINE 
She always takes her liquor straight, 


An’ knows her onions by the crate, 
She’s never wantin’ for a date, 


That Broadway Gal O’ Mine. 


membership roll of the old club down in Ludlow street 
contained many well-known names. Theodore Roberts, 
the, “Grand Old Man" of the movies, served out his term 
there before he went West to “grow up with the cinema." 
Doubtless the new club-house—heretofore known as the 
West 37th street police station—will acquire equal celeb- 
rity for its distinguished membership—since marrying for 
alimony is one of the favorite diversions of modern gold- 
diggers. Every now and then, however, they hook a hard- 
boiled husband who does not believe in “Taxation without 
representation." Then the Alimony Club acquires a 
brand new member—and wifie goes back to work. 
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Broadway's news of the month does not concern the 
theatre, but boxing. In regard to the manner in which 
Signor Fugazy, boxing impresario, was tlimmed out of the 
Gene Tunney fight. The street of the flaming bright 
lights claims that Tex Rickard certainly hoodwinked the 
estimable Mr. Fugazy. Being as it is, and since we're 
friends of 'Tunney's manager, Mr. Gibson, and of Signor 
‘Fugazy, we'll let the matter drop and call it a day. 


The Paramont Company, for all the several millions 
spent on its new theatre at Times Square, has been giving 
the dear public the poorest excuse possible in pictures. 
Cinemas that would not otherwise draw have been shown 
in this new ginger-bread building. Folks come to view 
the theatre for the first time and get gypped with a poor 


picture. Barnum was right. 


. “My Maryland" opened a few weeks ago. A Shubert 
production, it is based on the life of Barbara Frietchie. 
Barbara, if you remember, was the lady who waved a flag 
in Maryland during the Civil War. That was a good 
war as long as it lasted, but this Battle of Prohibition and 
Poison Liquor has killed more men than grapeshot and 
bullets. But George Rosener, of Grand Army Man fame, 
will display his talent in “My Maryland," and therefore 
Barbara should bob her hair and roll her hose to a box- 
office success. 


Chorines along the Roaring Forties are carrying little 
vials of pure grain alcohol in their vanity cases to stiffen 
up their orangeades and cooling drinks. 


Kay Brian, who married Kenneth Battershell, will not 
have to change her laundry mark. 


Three new aud sensational plays are reported for 
Broadway. А. Н. Woods is reported to have a “Chastity” 
title piece that will be held over by him until next season. 


After reviewing the other sexy shows of Broadway, 


especially one French importation, we wonder why in the 
devil there was such agitation on art magazines that only 
display milady beautiful. 


Now that "Hamlet" has been successfully produced in 
modern dress it is reported that the next production of 


the Passion Play at Oberammergau will be costumed by 


"s em -— тт ORT А 
uh dei ШИШ f 
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Kuppenheimer, while up-to-date electric chairs will take 
the place of the old crosses. 


“At night all cats are gray,” says an old French proverb. 
Probably that is Kip’s excuse for having picked an off- 
color bride, with a little dash of lavender and black 
narcissus. 


Young Rhinelander’s lawyers certainly overlooked a bet 
when they neglected to prove that in addition to being 
tongue-tied he was also color-blind when he went courting. 


Fishmongers allege that .the present high price of sea 
food in New York is due to the fact that deep-sea fisher- 
men can make more money rum-running than they can 
fishing. Yet the Prohibition officials declare that no 
liquor can leak through their nets! Query: Who is telling 
fish stories? 


Recent torrential rains are reported to have liquefied 
a good many Florida town lots, but the mortgages still 
hold—having been anchored in waterproof safe deposit 
boxes. 


Balaban & Katz, the big Chicago movie men, have 
broken into the Broadway theatre ring. Well, some fresh 
air and ideas from the Windy City will be welcome in the 
local film-flam game which is getting to be rather “flat, 
stale and unprofitable.” 


If taxis get any thicker on Broadway during the theatre 
rush hour pedestrians will have to “go over the tops" 
when the whistle blows—as the boys used to do in France. 


` Motto for the Subway: 
“Be not like dumb, driven cattle, 
Be a Red Grange in the rush!” 


With Beauty Shops on every corner and “How to be 
Beautiful Though Dumb” ads in all the magazines—not 
to mention the tons of “Beauty clays,” cosmetics and 
creams marketed daily—it’s a marvel how many homely 
women one sees on the streets! 


We saw by the paper the other day where an enter- 
prising young ankle shaker was teaching an elephant to do 
the Charleston. If a pachyderm can learn the blamed 
thing, maybe there is still hope for us. 


BY THE ROUNDER 
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Follies Own Nut Quiz 
R-U- Coo Coo ????? 


Pull up your chairs, folks, and listen in on this pack- 
age. Seems that certain colleges, assocations, clubs and 
-other assembling places for the well-known genus homo 
have endeavored to beat the criminal courts to it and 
have prepared a series of sanity testing questions whereby 
to vindicate their worthy members in case of necessity, 
curiosity or idiocracy. — | 

Now, it behooves FoLLies to fall in with the passing 
Mode, and not to be outdone by our worthy contempor- 
aries, we have compiled, after extensive research, the fol- 
lowing list of brain teasers guaranteed to make an elephant 
sweat in December. Look 'em over, customers, and if 
you are able to answer them all within one hour and six 
minutes (standard time) you can rest assured that you 
are one hundred per cent cuckoo and thereby eligible for 


the inner circle of society or to hold a good government 
job. 
1. Is there any Santa Claus? 


2. What size hat does the Prince of Wales wear on 
Sunday? 


.. Who was the first guy that walked a mile for a 
camel ? 


W 


4. If an egg and a half costs a dollar and a half how 
much will a pound of fresh ham cost in Dublin on 


a Friday morning? 
5. What is the correct length for a girl’s skirt? 
6. What is that joke about the iceman ? 
What was Cleopatra’s phone number ? 
When will Jack Dempsey fight again? 


If man is proved to have descended from a monkey 
what is the effect of the moon on a pint of home- 
brew? 


10. Who was the only man that Catherine of Russia 
ever loved? 


Editorial Note: One year ago we ran our own nut 
quiz. It has taken these twelve months for the answers to 
come rolling in. As late as a week ago a reply was re- 
ceived from distant India. Every country in the world 
was represented in the replies. -Most of them were so 
sensible that, in order to publish the gem of all, the judges 
decided on the most insensible one, that of Professor John 
Tennant, Jr. 


e 


Answers to Follies’ Own 


Nut Quiz 


By Prof. John Tennant, Jr. 


Professor of Neckology and Sexology and 
Advisor to the Former Sultan in His Choice 
of Women for the Harem. 


As a Professor of Neckology and Sexology, I feel called 
upon to answer your questions in the Holiday Number 


of Follie. Here are my answers: 


1. Every sugar-daddy is a Santa Claus. I myself am 
one! | 
Easter Sunday, or just an ordinary Sunday? This 


info. is necessary to answer question correctly. 

3. The Sheik of Araby. But why ask such a question? 
I don’t like Camels—they bite! 

4. Was the egg good or bad? How large was it? Was 
it hatched by a hen or a rooster? Was the dollar 
and a half paid in nickels or dimes? Do they have 
fresh ham in Dublin on a Friday morning? 

5. Long enough to exercise one’s imagination! Short 
enough to exercise one’s eyes! 


6. Well, you see, the iceman short-changed the cook on 
ice, so she gave him the cold-shoulder. 


7. What’s the use of knowing it? The ’phone was 
always busy! 


8. In asking this question, you seem to forget that Jack 
Dempsey is married! 
9. Plus a nice, soft, petting, young chicken, it leads to 


monkey-shines! 


10. Ben Turpin! 
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WHAT THEY 
KNOW! 


Every Mother Knows; 


Forget-me-nots cannot be compared 
to son flowers. | 

Many men of means are mean. 

Lots of men with tea-pot domes 
are no oil cans. 

Cold feet cause many a drawback. 


Every Sister Knows:. 
It’s the kiss in the dark that counts. 
The less clothes the more beaux. 
To owe men is a bad omen. 
Wallflowers never take root. 


45087 


She: 


Every Brother Knows: 
Most girls believe in capital punish- 
ment. 
Girls, like books, cannot be judged 
by their covers. 
A high-ball may cause an error. 
Many a belle doesn’t ring true. 


We 


“Oh, you needn’t talk, 
Ben. You were bound to have 
me. You can’t say I ever ran 
after you.” 

He: “Quite true, madam; the 
mousetrap never runs after the 


mouse, but it catches him all the don’t mention Father. 


knows it all! 


We All Know: 

That, after losing their figures, the 
“old girls” try re-form. 

Marriage makes money move mer- 
rily. 

A fool is a bride who believes all 
the bridegroom tells her. | 

The man in the electric chair is 
usually too shocked for speech. 


He 


жыны Mel r sls ge ut алтыны ы сз 
GET A SWEETHEART. Exchange letters. 
Write me at once. Violet Ray, Dennison, 
Ohio. 


If you want a wealthy, pretty sweet- 
heart, write Box 2459, East Cleveland, 


Ohio, enclosing stamp. 


GIRLS IN OLD MEXICO, many 

beautiful, wealthy, want American 
correspondents. Sealed particulars, 
interesting booklet, dime in stamps. 
Club Internacionale, Consulado No. 
11, Habana, Cuba. 


Brown: “Did your wife cross- 
question you when you got home 


MARRY IF LONELY — Most successfui 
"Home Maker”; hundreds rich; strictly con- 
fidential, most reiiabie: years of experience; 
descriptions free. “The Successful Club." 
Box 556, Oakland, Calif, 


last night?” 
Robinson: “My 
questioned me.” 


cross wife | 


HE WHO GETS 
SLAPPED 


How dare you !— 
That was my last hairnet. 


MARRY — FREE PHOTOGRAPHS, DIREC- 
TORY and descriptions of wealthy members. 
Pay when married. 

106 Kansas City, Mo. 


New Pian Co., Dept. 


lonely 
you? сисаи FREE. A 


at- 

wrapper. I bottle 5) je $0.95 post-paid ith 
= cash wi 

order. Ti vou wish us to бер un 


-paid. If n bed, return wi five 
oe rder today. 


PARIS IMPORTERS, — DP 
= 535 W. Sist St. 
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Burten’s FOLLI: ‘ 


A New Boxing Magazine 
Fugazy’s Boxers’ Ratings 
Edited by Dale Gardner, 
‘Philadelphia Jack’ O'Brien, 
| Jay Thomas 
Snappy up-to-date fistic news 
and comment, local gossip 
direct from the Rialto, Results 
of bouts, Boxers’ Ratings, and 


" Bride (on the honeymoon) : "Why, you have bought 
Special Features. only one ticket, darling." 
ee es ВЕЧЕ E esl ie as = (tactfully): “By Jove! I never thought 
Xing self! 
10 Cents Per Copy — $1.00 Per Year 
Issued monthly by € pup cA you sure you love me, 
Ringside Publications He (panting) — "Well, it I’m not, that correspondence 


school gypped me out of twenty bucks." 


1658 BROADWAY, ROOM 702 


New York City 1 
Send in Your Subscription Today! Hotel Bre я [itt 


Ringside Publications, FIREPROOF 
1658 Broadway, Room 702, Е 
New York City. | B way at 29th St. 
Enclosed find ten cents for which please One. Mack EL EE 
send me a copy of Three blocks from Penn. Station 
ubwav connects wi 
SELF DEFENSE MAGAZINE ” Grand Central Terminal 


Convenient to Stores, 1 
Theatres, and all steamship piers. 


DEN as A bins Or MR ERU RC RATES: 
: Per Day 
et ek a T Single rooms with running water...............$2.00 and $3.00 
Single rooms with bath or shower....................... 3.00 and 4.00 
T Double rooms with running water... 4.00 and 5.00 
= | Double rooms with bath or shower....5.00, 6.00 and 7.00 
pr Parlor, Bedroom and Bath.  . . —  —— 10.00 to 12.00 
TOC For Reservation, Wire at Our Expense 


P d Booklet and Map of New York Upon Request 
* PAUL A. MeGOLRICK DAVID F. CULLEN 
\ е Managing Director Manager 
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IMPORTED FRENCH GIRLS 


PHOTOS! | 

FRENCH BEAUTIES PHOTOS. Posed by 
the most beautiful living French Girl Models. 
Very charming and attractive girls with 
wonderful astonishing forms. High grade 
handcolored postcards, that look life like. 
Nowhere in the U. S. Photo market will you 
find photos, that can compare with these. 
You will make no mistake to order a set of 
these French beauties, 10 for $1.00 postpaid 
sealed. 

FRENCH LOVERS PHOTOS Real life poses 
of handsome French girls and Fellows in 
romantic kissing, teasing and many other 
poses. Showing the art of French loving. 
You'll find these photos to be the very best 
lovers' photos you ever saw; as to quality 
and beauty they are unsurpassed. They 
were taken and made in one ol the largest 
Art Studios of Paris, France. And you'll be 


more than pleased if you get a set of these | They say that money 


photos. A set of 10 for $1.00 postpaid . 
sealed. talks but hush money 
stops talking. 


FRENCH FILMARTS. Here is the Snappiest 
set of French girl photos you ever saw posed 
by the prettiest French girls. The Dressing 
Room scene, A naughty stenographer, A 


| 
bathing scene, etc. These are very nice 
brown finished postcards, taken from life 
poses. Don't miss to get a set of these fil- 

LI 


marts as you will be missing something if 
you do. A set of 10 for $1.00 postpaid 
sealed. 
FRENCH DANCERS Posed by the Famous 
French Daring girl Dancers. Classy post- 
cards showing the art of daring dancing. La 
Belle Dherlys.—Tikanowa, etc. We have a 
few more of these photos in stock so please 
send your order without delay if you want 
a set of these Dancers. A set of 10 for $1.00 
postpaid. 
ART STUDIES OF THE WORLD'S MOST 
FAMOUS SCULPTURES. Wonder Female 
Figures of world famous Models, and the 
work of sculptors of world fame. These 
photos are for those who love art and pro- 
fessional use. So please state you age and 
for what use you want these photos when 
ordering or your order will not be filled. 
for these photos are 10 for $1.00 postpaid 
sealed. 
MISS LOLA THE FAMOUS BARE DANCER. 
A new imported novelty that will produce a 
barrel of Fun. She knocks 'em all dead. 25c 
coin postpaid. You'll get $5.00 worth of fun 
for 25c. 
SEND YOUR ORDER TODAY for some of 
our French Imported photos, and you'll want 
more. We guarantee that you will find our 
photos, real French Imported photos. Made 
in France. (Not cheap reproduction prints 
sold by some would be dealers in French 
photos.) All photos, sent postpaid sealed. 
Absolutely no free samples, or samples sold. 
All our photos come in sets, and it won't 
pay us to break sets. Send money by Post 
Office money order. Express money order 
bank draft or certified. personal check. If 
money is enclosed in letter register your let- 
ter. Money sent in unregistered letter is 
sent at your risk. 
SPECIAL OFFER, all above 5 sets of cards 
for only $4.25. 

Use The Order Blank in Ordering. 


Why is it that the fat 
men always linger longest 
over the menu? 


—W YNN— 
Cleans с 


M 
Address your order to:— 


CARRS, NOVELTY HOUSE 


(Dept. F7) Box 178 New Haven, Conn. 
Dear Sirs:—Enclosed find $4.25 for which 
please send me the following articles. 


TO CLEAN 


ет SHO 


۴ 


> Ball 3 


EN 
a) 


The Standard in Theatrical 
_ Trade 

Special Quotations for 
Wholesalers and Jobbers 
-35 per can retail 

WYNN PRODUCTS SALES CO. 
785 FIFTH AVE. 

IN; Y CS 


Е ЕТ iu TUR 


if You Can't Write Plainly, Please Print 
Your Name and Address 


nn 


PER- send me your — 512-page vook, 
in a plain wrapper marked “‘Personal.’’ I will pay the post- 
man — 38, plus postage, upon arrival. If I'm not t satisfied ru 


MARRY—Free Directory, photos, descrip- 
tions, many wealthy (Sealed). Pay when 
married. The Exchange, Dept. 152, Kan- 
sas City, Mo. 


EVERY MAN 


Should know about the wonderful 
NURO-VITO OINTMENT 


cada ачр аА ae 


Pi pé And Strong Мов Siron sure. One ap- 
ta 


tube by mail in plain wrappers, $108. 
Money back if re fails to, benefit. 
‚Dept. Е ~ а Mich. 


Dede ty а kiss or does it 
ee spooning party stop with At last the 
nevered. Bes эрй... ’ Page 199. 


Are You Afraid 


To Love? 


| Has true love come into your life —or didn’t you 


nize it when it came? Are you afraid now of 


te fing, perplexing mysteries of sex relation- 


ip? Are yon discontented with the stupid lies 
furtive ashamed answers the world gives you in 


= ace of the naked, fearless truth you desire? 
you want some safe, sane, nnashamed advice on 
sex questions? Do a hesitate asking your doctor 


n questions? Clip coupon below, send it today 


к any money and in a few days = will re- 
ceive the most startling surprise of your 1 


Sex Secrets 


At last a book has been published that digs into sex matters 
without fear or i around the — 1 The B Jefferies 512- 
gras book. Ве ‘Sai mae) en a " written by Pro 

and Prof. J. L. Nichols, 
= Das you want. You will be ei at "on — 


ords are not minced. ‘‘Polite’’ phrases are 
пье right word is used in the t place: = Дор 
nsel'' contains nine startling sections: I. The Science 


of CE ir vi Love; III. Marri: IV. — v. 
and Disor- 


Life; Sexual Science; VII. Diseases 
Ш. 049 les of Health and Hygiene; IX. The Story 
ite; — are just a few of thesubjects re AR Мы 
nd Physiology. A Word to Maidens. Materni 
обеси. Change of Life, — e. Fighting 


nre Evils. You owe it to дег. te 3 to your ha 
your health to read this wonderful 


Send No Money 


.simply mail the coupon 


Just elipthe . Sendit in today. No money isrequired. 
Ina sie days when the een beings n "Safe Counse! te 
(ine Aug Tr im $1.98 and postage. If 


thoroughly s mer examination, return 
re we ied your money, 


Mail the Coupon NOW! 


186 N LaSalle St Dept, 321! Chicago, IN, 


within 5 days and you are to refund my money. 


и ПИ СТС 
Street 

er R. F. ИАА О RO 
ep inne PET State........... -— 


U. $.—$2.22 cash with order) 


Burten’s Hollies 


Posed by Dorothy Knapp of the Earl Mirjian. 
Carroll V anities 


